ogy nurses, we see children and families going through sudden, serious life-changing events every day. At the end of the day, most of us collect our belongings and head home to our families and other distractions. Our patients and families may also go home, but for most of them, their lives have changed forever. I have learned an unexpected, important life lesson this year, and it all started one fateful day in March when I became impatient while waiting for the elevator at work and decided to take the stairs.
As in many hospitals, elevators are taken out of service for repairs and remodeling. Ours is no exception.
After waiting for what seemed like "forever" and already running late for a meeting, I realized I was only on the third floor and that taking the stairs would be a good option. Little did I know how 1 step would change everything for me, at least for the foreseeable future. As I stepped onto the flight of stairs, my right hand was resting lightly on the handrail, and as my right foot stepped down onto the second step, it suddenly and rapidly slid to the right, causing me to fall toward the left and straight down. It was a very wide staircase and also very long. I knew immediately that I was going to fall all the way to the landing. I remember thinking in a split second that it was imperative that I try and stay upright as long as possible so as not to fall onto my face or flip over and land on my neck or back. Consequently, I took several giant steps down the stairs, coming down 3 or 4 stairs at a time but staying upright. When I finally hit the landing, my right leg couldn't support me any longer, and I fell onto my knees and slid to the wall. I knew immediately my right leg or ankle was broken, and I wasn't sure about the left ankle (which wound up being sprained). Two nice physicians found me on the landing and carried me to the first floor, where I was examined immediately in our Urgent Care Center, diagnosed with a spiral fracture of the fibula, and admitted for surgery the next day. Three days, 1 plate, and 6 screws later, I was discharged to home.
I had been on crutches in the past, so I adapted quickly to getting myself around the apartment rather easily. I just couldn't bear weight, bathe or shower, walk the dog, or carry liquids or anything large. I spent most of the first few days at home feeling very sorry for myself. I couldn't work, go to the gym, or even walk down the street. Everyone I looked at out the window was getting around just fine . . . they could walk or run.
Suddenly, I started thinking about my former patients, especially those who had lost limbs from osteosarcoma or neurologic function from brain tumors or chemotherapy. I remembered how they faced the same kinds of difficulty in their everyday lives, but they adapted. I also realized that I was very lucky. I could have easily broken both legs, my back, or my neck or fractured my skull. Yes, I had limitations, but they were temporary. I got a fanny pack and learned how to make an entire meal in the kitchen and transport it to the table. I learned how to stand on 1 leg with my cast on the toilet and wash my hair in the sink. It's not that I haven't had setbacks or disappointments. I expected to be weight bearing 6 weeks after the surgery, but the bone wasn't healing as fast as expected. In the end, I will have been in a cast for 3 months.
So just about the time you get this issue of the journal, I will be close to standing on both legs, unassisted. It will have been what seemed like an eternity, but it will be over. I'll probably always have discomfort (especially when the weather changes-I can already feel every screw in my leg when the barometric pressure drops), but instead of feeling sorry for myself, I think I'll feel lucky. Lucky for not having been hurt more seriously and lucky to have cared for such great role-models who taught me wonderful life lessons about how to deal with sudden life changes. Nancy E. Kline, PhD, RN, CPNP, FAAN Editor in Chief
